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2 oe "THE NEW FULTON MARKET TO "BE A JOB? 
Treasurer Futton Market Burtpinc-AssociaTion:—“ We'll erect a building that shall be an ornament to the city—” 
Pucx:—“ My friend, those open palms don’t want to be bribed; they are only anxious to encourage you by shaking hands with you!” 
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FULTON MARKET. 


“4 HAT the Herald calls “‘ the devastat- 
ing element,” and what plain people 
call Fire, recently destroyed a portion 

of that very ricketty and unsavory collection of 
shambles called Fulton Market, and now the 
question of rebuilding it is agitated in a lively 
fashion by all parties interested. 

Briefly stated, the situation is about this. The 
respectable market-men of the Fulton Street 
forum have offered to build a new market that 
shall be a market—not a heterogeneous heap of 
liquor-saloons, peanut-stands, cake-and-coffee 
booths and hucksters’ barrows—but a Market 
that shall be a credit to the city—a market 
where a man can go and buy his family feed 
without breaking his shins over five hundred 
and eleven old apple-women, shoe-string-ped- 
dlers, small haberdashers, and other worthy 
people, who are all very well in their place— 
which is mof a public market. 

This offer being made, all the chorus of 
small-ware and small-beer merchants, who have 
for years ‘‘ cluttered up” the winding ways of 
Fulton Market, have uplifted their voices, cry- 
ing in their own peculiar but vigorous lan- 
guage: ‘‘ Ain’t we got no rights ?” 

This was to be expected. There are always 
old apple-women and shoe-string peddlers hang- 
ing upon the skirts of progress, and we look for 
remarks of just this kind from obstructives of 
all classes, whether in the Senate or the market- 
place. 

In this instance, the only funny thing is that 
these very objectionable martyrs should have 
received any attention. For they have. Comp- 
troller Kelly and the [Honorable] Board of 
Aldermen have turned sympathetic ears to 
their plaintive cries, and appear to have very 
serious scruples about accepting the offer of 
the market-men proper. 

Mr. Kelly and the Board of Alderman say 
they rather think the City ought to build the 
new market. 

Now, every one knows what is meant by the 
City’s undertaking to build anything. Suppose 
the City assumes the responsibility of the Ful- 
ton Market job. In the first place, there will be 
laid before the people a plan so simple, so appro- 
priate and so economical that everybody will 
be delighted. Then the contract will be given 
out and the contractors will begin to lay the 
foundations. In about two years, when the 
building is about three-quarters of one story 
high, it will be found that the original estimates 
have been exceeded. The City will be asked 
to appropriate more money, and, while it is in 














IMPORTANT. 


OW, in summer’s torrid day, 
Let’s take a vow, and keep it, too— 
Never, never once to say: 
“Ts it hot enough for you?” 


For, upon the city street, 
Or in shady country ways, 

Sure are we some fiend to meet 
Who will use that curséd phrase. 


Men of reputation—wealth— 
Men respected by their friends— 
Men of weak and failing health, 
Thinking on their latter ends— 


Good men—bad man, all the same— 
Heathen—Moslem—Christian—Jew— 

Greet you, with no blush of shame: 
“Ts it hot enough for you?” 


Brain that fiend with iron fist! 
Yet, before you lift your hand, 
Call another to assist; 
So the wretch may understand 


That the Human Brotherhood, 
And not one man, or a few, 
Sits on him who says, or would: 
“Is it hot enough for you ?” 








an appropriating mood, it will be called on for 
@ few extra thousands for an additional story, a 
mansard roof and a cupola. The few extra 
thousands will fairly start the mansard roof and 
the cupola, and in—well, say 1884, the City 
will be again called upon to shell out the shekels 
for a dome and a minaret, and a south wing in 
the Byzantine style of architecture, the original 
Corinthian having been found to be a mistake. 
And then—but we need scarcely follow the 
progress of the noble work beyond another 
generation. We have said enough to show that 
the rebuilding of Fulton Market by the City 
would be a job requiring the genius and nerve 
of a Tweed. The present brood of politicians 
is not likely to undertake anything so vast. 

It is, therefore, highly improbable that the 
City will burden itself with anything of the 
sort. And the simple and proper course seems 
to be to accept the fair and sensible offer of the 
market-men. 

Yet it isn’t accepted. Comptroller Kelly and 
the [Honorable] Board of Aldermen are so 
very tender of the rights of the apple-women 
and the shoe-string-peddlers that it really looks 
as if New York would have no Fulton Market 
at all. They play with the offer aforesaid as a 
cat does with a mouse. 

Of course this rather surprising behavior has 
laid Comptroller Kelly and the [Honorable] 
Board of Aldermen open to misconstruction. 

Mean people have said that, though the City 
couldn’t very well build the Market, the repre- 
sentatives of the City wanted to make some- 
thing of what they would have made had the 
work been put in their hands, and that the way 
for the delegation of market-men to get the 
consent of the powers that be was to ‘‘see’’ the 
powers that be, in their own private houses and 
haunts—in fact, the attitude of those powers, 
as represented on the first page of Puck, has 
been wholly misconstrued by the distinctively 
mean portion of the people. 

That is the reason we have come forward 
with our little cartoon. We want to correct an 
erroneous impression, and to show the matter 
in its true light. ‘The remark addressed by the 
young gentleman in the swallow-tail to the 
Fultonian in the white apron must be accepted 
by all our readers as conveying the absolute 
and unquestionable significance of the situation. 





Purckerings. 


THE JERSEY ALTERNATIVE—put up or hang 
up. 


NEw JERSEY appears to be Bennett on hang- 
ing him. 


It will be hot enough, some day, for the 
man who says: “ Is it hot enough for you?” 


MARKET REPORTS:—Jersey Justice, prime 
marketable, quoted @ $1,000 to $1,500, cash. 


WE hope Mr. Captain Williams will prove as 
successful a detector of murderers as he isa 
clubber. 


A Jersey City Judge’s address is not a 
charge “0 the Jury; but a charge on the pri- 
soners. 


$1,000 is a pretty steep price for transcrib- 
ing evidence that wouldn’t be worth ten cents 
in any but a Jersey City court. 


Mrs. SMITH may or may not have been faith- 
ful to her husband, but Judge Knapp seems 
determined that she and Bennett shall hang to- 
gether. 


ConpENSED Cope or N. J.—The female de- 
fendant spouted Shakspere. A man who might 
have looked like the male defendant, if he had 
resembled him, rode on a horse-car. Hence 
it is unquestionable that the two of them killed 
the deceased with a sash-weight. $1,000 or 
hang. Next! 








NWoTICEsE. 
——_o—- 
Numbers 76 and 88 of Puck will be hought at this 
office, 21 & 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy. 
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JHE SUNDAY QUESTION. 

F there is one point upon which this great 
: and glorious country is particularly strong, 
it is its Lofty Morality. 

Cruel outside barbarians have, it is true, 
asserted that the patent U.S. brand of morality 
js not particularly lofty—is not, indeed, any 
very great shakes in the way of morality, lofty 
or not lofty; but we have always considered it 
quite a lofty enough morality to—well, to talk 
about, at any rate. For what did our fathers 
fight and bleed—such of them as did fight and 
bleed—for what did Freedom from his eyrie in 
the sun call her standard-bearer down, and give 
him the broad and bumptious and _ beautiful 
stars and stripes to wave—for what did the 
infantile Washington wield his little hatchet— 
for what has our eagle shrieked all these one 
hundred and three years—if we are not to have 
a loftier morality than anything that poor old 
Europe can brag of ? 

Here, in this free and enlightened land, we 
tolerate no effete despotism, no odious oli- 
garchy; we have a government for the people 
and by the people. A few low and ill-bred 
foreigners have called attention to the fact 
that Whiskey Rings, Tammany Societies and 
party caucuses appear to have in some measure 
obscured the fundamental idea of popular gov- 
ernment—but then, foreigners are proverbially 
envious and ignorant. We open our generous 
gates wide to the suffering and oppressed of 
every nationality—and the rude references of 
certain vulgar strangers to Californian legisla- 
tion on the subject of Chinese immigration 
need not diminish the pride we feel in this 
evidence of our own greatness. We assure 
absolute liberty to every man to hold his own 
opinions upon all subjects, social, political and 
religious, and if any transatlantic hog reminds 
a free American citizen that an atheist can’t go 
on the witness stand in Pennsylvania, and_an 
actor in San Francisco can’t play in a piece 
offensive to the Christian sect of religionists— 
why, the free American citizen’s duty is, not to 
argue with the foul-mouthed detractor; but 
simply to belt him over the head with any con- 
venient and effective weapon. 

We arE free. The very arguments that our 
enemies have used to disprove this fact can be 
turned against them by any healthy scion of 
Columbia who will learn to look at the matter 
in the right way. 

For instance: the finest avenues in our 
metropolis are spoiled, the value of adjacent 
real-estate is lowered, the health of the people 
is seriously injured, and their comfort wholly 
destroyed, by an immense, unsightly, utterly 
undesirable system of elevated railways, and 
whatever the misery, the disease, the less in 
dollars and cents which is thus caused, our 
citizens must join and bear it, or die and escape 
it, without any hope of relief from lawyers or 
legislators. 

All this is quite true, as the fiends from 
abroad have boldly asserted: but it is only 
shallow minds that can see therein anything 
objectionable, when it is pointed out that all 
this conclusively proves that, even if the citizens 
are not, Mr, Cyrus Field 7s FREE, 

You wouldn’t have everybody free, would 
you? 

Then again, it is undeniable that the nation’s 
money is spent to keep up a flow of the very 
nastiest variety of buncombe in what is sup- 
posed to be the National Congress—that a lot 
of worthless politicians, who haven’t, among 
the whole heap of them, enough statesman-like 
ability to guide the deliberations of a conven- 
tion of canal mules, are paid out of poor men’s 
pockets for washing their own private dirty 
linen before the eyes of the world, and passing 
it off for the public wash of the United States. 
It is undeniable, and we won’t give the taunt- 
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ing Britishers and Germans and Frenchmen 
the satisfaction of hearing us deny it. Wewill 
simply indicate the true bearing of the facts, 
They prove that Messrs. Garfield, Hill, Cox 
and Blaine are free—and easy. 

But the question of the balance and adjust- 
ment of the national liberty is too vast to be 
discussed in anything short of a George Eliot 
essay, or an Evartsian epigram. What we want 
to declare and pronounce to our readers is 
that, as a nation, we are Free, and we air 
Moral, and nowhere more so than in New 
York city. 

Therefore let us dispose, as they deserve of 
the insulting allegations of those savages of 
the other hemisphere who have for years flung 
in our face what they call our irrational and 
inconsistent sabbatarianism. ‘They have told 
us, in the first place, that we have not carried 
out our promises of religious tolerance, in that 
we make all men, of all creeds and of no creeds 
conform to the ideas and institutions of one 
particular creed. They have said that it is 
not liberty to shut the Jew from his theatre, 
the German from his beer, and everybody in 
general from his amusement, his social observ- 
ers, and his spirituous moistening, on ‘‘the first 
day of the week, commonly called Sunday.” 

We deniges of it, O all ye malicious Sairey 
Gamps of Europe, we deniges of it. 

It zs Liberty—for the Reverend Howard 
Crosby. 

But they have gone further, these maligners. 
They have attacked us on the delicate ground 
of our morality. We don’t mind their calling 
us slaves, for we know that , whatever may be 
the condition of the people of New York, the 
Reverend Howard Crosby is free, and that is 
the one essential point. 

But this morality business is taking a cruel 
advantage of us. Here have we been—well 
not ever since we were @ nation, but ever since 
the Bostonian puritans began saying they were 
the nation—here have we been howling to the 
four quarters of heaven that we were Moral; 
and thanking our stars that we were not like 
unto those German publicans and French sin- 
ners, who sit in beer-gardens and have the 
aggravating meanness not to get drunk and 
make terrible temperance examples of them- 
selves, and who wander in ungodly picture- 
galleries, and drink in the sacreligious in- 
fluence of the heathen art of Michel-Angelo and 
Raphaél. 

Yet now it is incontestable that the garden 
of Gilmore, which is a garden of beer, flourishes 
like a green bay-tree on Sunday night, and 
that nobody is the worse therefor, and that in 
places not so nice as Gilmore’s Garden, the 
American workingman, though he may not 
amuse or instruct himself, can, and does, get 
as beastly drunk in private as any despot-rid- 
der European ever did in public. 

Oh, yes, we are strong on native Freedom 
and Morality; but let us ask ourselves, as we 
“rest” in our churches on Sunday, whether 
effete Europe hasn’t an article or two in the 
same line which would bear importation. 








AND now the Wall St. broker’s clerk walks 
into the office, arrayed in gorgeous apparel, 
and he volunteers the information that it. was 
carved out for him by Poole, and that one of 
his friends smuggled it over. Then he carefully 
doffs it, and lays it over the back of a chair, 
the lining outwards. And his fellow-clerks ap- 
proach reverently, and gaze upon it with silent 
awe, and they note a paper ticket on the inside 
of the collar; and, lo and behold, it is the 
name and trademark of a city dealer in ready- 
made clothing. And it is unanimously agreed 
that the aforesaid owner of the nobby suit has 
mistaken his avocation, and that he ought to 
report for the Telegram, 





THE OHIO GOVERNORSHIP. 


T isa matter of the deepest regret to us 
that more than three-fourths of the articles 
_ that appear in these columns are on purely 
political subjects. Not subjects the discussion 
of which is of vital importance to the public 
good, but miserable ephemeral questions on 
fights between rival candidates for office, from 
that of Governor to street-sweeper. 

Puck has too much work on hand to remedy 
off-hand this painful state of things—this fever- 
ish and chronic excitement as to whether Smith, 
a shining light in the Democratic machine, has 
more friends than Jones, who is favored by the 
Republican wire-pullers. 

The question as to the fitness of Smith or 
Jones never enters into the calculations of their 
respective partisans; but that as to which of them 
will take the best care of his friends when he 
gets elected is the key to the whole business, 

These thoughts are suggested by this Ohio 
election for Governor. 

We don’t care a straw, one way or another, 
whether Charles Foster or Thomas Ewing be- 
comes Governor of Ohio. Either may be 
equally good or equally bad. We are quite 
sure that Ohio will remain for many a year a 
great and important State in the Union, in 
spite of the demoralizing political shaking-up 
she and every other State gets at such frequent 
intervals. 

Mr. Foster may unfurl the bloody shirt as 
much as he pleases, and let his war-dogs loose 
to carry his garment to death or victory. The 
Democratic General Ewing may trot out his 
very creditable war record, and the rival can- 
didates may fight it out any way they please, 
so long as they don’t tread on our toes. 

Puck doesn’t want either one of them to 
make any attempt to tinker with the currency. 
Not that their tinkering will do much harm, 
except in the expenditure of wind, but the 
time might be devoted to much better pur- 
pose. 

The scarecrow of a Greenback party, which 
unhappily still exists in Ohio, is being judi- 
ciously flattered and courted by both Messrs. 
Foster and Ewing. ‘They only do it for the 
good of the State, of course, for this ridiculous 
faction is so small, But it has votes—votes 
which may turn the scales and give the victory 
to anybody. 

Is it then to be wondered at that Mr. Foster will 
move heaven and earth to keep these vacillat- 
ing Greenbacking heretics from being enticed 
to the enemy’s camp by the honeyed words of 
Messrs. Ewing and Rice? 








THE MAN WITH THE GIGLAMPS. 
A TRULY REALISTIC SKETCH. 

Notice a neag-sighted man at the theatre, 
one of these hot evenings. A vapor settles 
upon his eye-glasses, and, reaching for his 
handkerchief to wipe them, he lays his opera- 
glass meanwhile upon his knee. It falls off. 
He stoops to pick it up, and crushes his derby 
between his knees. Recovering his seat, his 
specs are at length cleaned, and he looks for 
any possible damage to the opera glass. He 
looks too well. The end of his nose presses 
against one of the lenses and leaves a greasy 
disc. He turns his attention to it, but the 
more he wipes it, the more it spreads, The 
perspiration begins to flow in torrents. His 
nose no longer offers a fair grip for his glasses, 
and they slip off. At the same moment his 
programme goes, He stoops down for it. Can’t 
see distinctly, but thinks he has it. Hauls it 
up. Gets on his eye-glasses again. Fair neigh- 
bor turns her head, and both discover at the 
same moment that some ef her trail is decid- 
edly out of place. 
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POCKS CONDENSED NOVELS. 


NEW SERIES, No. III. 
TO THE NORTH POLE IN A MINUTE AND A HALF. 


By Joo.es VAIRNE, 


tingen, was my maternal uncle. He was 

the Professor of Numismatography in the 
University. Twice every year he was com- 
pelled to deliver a lecture, two hours long, to 
the students on old coins; the rest of the year 
belonged to himself. All his time, not occu- 
pied by University duties, he employed in 
sleeping and thinking. I thus divide his time 
because, though he never had his pipe out of 
his mouth during his waking hours, except 
when he was eating or drinking lager, yet nei- 
ther smoking nor eating nor drinking interfered 
with his thinking. 

He had thought all the hair off of his fore- 
head and off of the crown of his head, so that 
only a rim of hair was left on his cranium. 
He was about six feet tall, about fifty years old, 
and about as fat as a lightning-rod. 

In Gottingen he was looked upon as a well 
of profundity. He was so profound, in fact, 
that no one ever attended his lectures, except 
that on one occasion a drunken student wan- 
dered into his room by mistake, and was found, 
at the end of the lecture, fast asleep under the 
benches. However, he was looked upon as a 
very great man in Gottingen, and even the 
Burgomaster thought it an honor to receive a 
bow from Professor Blunderfog. 


II, 


My father had died in my early youth, and 
I had been brought up by an over-indulgent 
mother. In boyhood I had always had a strong 
desire to go and be a pirate, and in early youth 
I had sighed to be a buccaneer. Now that I 
had reached my twentieth year, I was deter- 
mined to be a sailor. My mother wept over 
my resolve, but, not feeling able to overcome 
it, she resolved to send me on a six months’ 
visit to my Uncle Blunderfog ; for, as she justly 
observed, ‘‘ There is no place where he is less 
likely to see the sea.” 

I had often visited my uncle before, and we 
were well acquainted with each other. I strolled 
up to my uncle’s house when I reached Gottin- 
gen, and, finding his servant, Bridgetta, at the 
door,I entered. I went at once to his library. 
As I entered without making a noise, I thought 
he would not observe me, but hardly had I 
closed the door when he cried out: 

‘* Rudolph, what is the logarithm of 3,003 ?” 

I at once turned to the tables and gave him 
the logarithm; then he went on with his work. 
I sat down and observed him. A long table, 
at least fifteen feet long, stood in the centre of 
the room. On it were sheets of paper stretch- 
ing from one end to the other, and those sheets 
were covered with figures. I recognized my 
uncie’s well-known habit of working. He would 
cover his tablé with paper, then place himself 
flat on his stomach on it, and make his calcu- 
lations. As the figures increased he would 
slide towards the end of the table, and when 
the whole table had been covered with figures, 
his sum would be done. I sat patiently, for I 
saw that he had nearly reached the end of his 
paper. Suddenly he stood up straight, took 
the glasses from his eyes, and exclaimed: 

** Eureka! I have found it!” 

“Keep it, old man, and don’t you give it 
away!”’ I cried, forgetting the respect due to my 
uncle in my boyish desire to air school-boy wit. 

But my uncle merely called Bridgetta to 
bring us “‘ zwei beer.” 


I. 
age BLUNDERFOG, of Got- 





III. 


My uncle Blunderfog had made a most won- 
derful discovery, and he confided the details of 
it to me that evening as we smoked our pipes 
and drank our beer. 

‘* My dear boy,” said he, ‘‘ many men have 
tried to reach the North Pole but have all 
failed. In former days that was not to be won- 
dered at, but in modern times they fail because 
they do not take advantage of the discoveries 
of modern science. ‘They all attempt to go in 
ships, and all get wrecked in the ice. I have 
discovered a new method of going to the 
North Pole. 

“A balloon!’ I cried enthusiastically. 

‘* No,” said the Professor, “‘thongh that is 
not to be sneezed at,’”’ he added, as the sound 
of the blowing of Bridgetta’s horn came from 
an adjacent room. 

My Uncle Blunderfog took his pipe from his 
mouth and buried his nose in the mug of lager 
that had been standing by his elbow. As I 
saw his spectacles emerge from the mug, fol- 
lowed at the regulation distance by his nose, I 
knew that the exciting moment had arrived. 

‘* There is,” said my uncle calmly and slowly, 
‘but one way of reaching the North Pole, and 
that is by means of the parabola and the arte- 
sian well. Do you remember,” asked he, ‘‘what 
a parabola is ?” 

‘* Oh, yes,” I answered, glibly repeating the 
definition we had learned at school; “ it isa 
curve having an infinite branch without having 
a rectilineal asymptote.” 

My Uncle Blunderfog nodded his head. 

‘“« The stream thrown up by every fountain,” 
said he, “describes a parabola. By means of an 
artesian well I shall journey to the North Pole.” 

“Oh!” cried I, no longer interested in the 
ways and means, “ will you take me ?” 

“‘T shall need some one,” said Uncle Blun- 
derfog; ‘‘ as well you as another.” 

And so it was arranged that I should accom- 
pany Professor Blunderfog on his trip to the 
North Pole. 


IV. 


For many days we were very busy. The 
Professor set me to work to copy the figures on 
his long table into a book, in order that we 
might take them with us. I also provided such 
articles of clothing and food as we might need. 
Professor Blunderfog devoted himself exclu- 
sively to the building of what he called his po- 


larimotor. ‘This was an immense tub, built of 
the very lightest material, having a diameter of 
thirty feet, and a circumference, as every 
school-boy knows, represented by 30 x 3.14159. 
The height of the tub was three feet. The 
bottom of the tub was formed in a very pecu- 
liar manner. For a width of eighteen inches 
from the side the bottom was perfectly level; 
but the rest of the bottom was one half con- 
cave and the other haif convex, Exactly in 
the centre, where the convex and concave 
parts met, was placed a brass socket, in which 
there was a hole one foot in diameter; that 
hole could be closed by a screw-cap. 

As soon as the tub was finished we started 
for Amsterdam. We found, after much cogi- 
tation, that there was only one way in which 
we could convey our tub. It would not go on 
the cars, nor on a wagon; and we finally hired 
an elephant at the Gottingen Museum, fastened 
the tub on his back, and drove him to Amster- 
dam. My Uncle Blunderfog, as he marched 
reflectively behind that elephant with his eyes 
fixed on the animal’s caudal appendage, ex- 
cited great admiration. At Amsterdam my 
uncle hired an artesian well-borer and an as- 
sistant, and had some peculiar machinery 
made, and then, with our trappings and our 
tub, we embarked on board the good ship 
Prinz Wilhelm, Captain von Bumblecoop, and 
gaily sailed for Greenland. 





a 
V. 

Durinc our whole voyage my Uncle Blun- 
derfog assiduously studied the figures I had 
copied into the book, and sometimes for whole ” 
days he would remain flat on his stomach on 
the deck, doing sums on the planks with a 
piece of red chalk. Finally we landed jn 
Greenland, and started for the spot my uncle 
had selected as the most appropriate place for 
his experiment. I shall call that place Ziz, for 
the reason that my Uncle Blunderfog desires . 
to have its location kept secret. 

As a conveyance for our machinery, etc., we 
obtained some sledges, drawn by dogs, but we 
could find no conveyance large enough for our 
tub. The result was that we were compelled 
to take turns in rolling it to its destination, 
At length we reached Ziz, and at once com- 
menced work. The tub was placed on the 
ground on a spot selected by my uncle; the 
cap taken off of the hole in the centre; through 
that hole was placed the instrument with which 
they bore artesian wells, and the borer went in- 
dustriously to work. For days he worked on, 
until one evening my Uncle Blunderfog said to 
me: 

‘* To-morrow we shall reach the North Pole.” 


VI. 

I must admit that I was startled by his 
words. We were sitting in our ice-cabin smok- 
ing our pipes; before each of us was a huge 
mug, containing three bottles of lager. As 
soon as my Uncle Blunderfog had finished that 
remark, he buried his face in his mug; higher 
and higher that mug tilted till it was finally 
turned exactly upside down, and then my uncle 
slowly emerged from beneath it. He placed 
the mug at his elbow, and turned his eyes 
on me, 

**As you are to go with me,” he said solemnly, 
‘it is proper that you should understand our 
experiment, in order that you may not inter- 
fere with its working. Listen then, my boy. 
We are boring an immense artesian well, and 
our tub stands exactly over it. I have exam- 
ined the geological formation of this land, and 
I found that at a certain number of feet below 
the surface there was an immense body of wa- 
ter. When we tap that, it will rush up through 
our well and strike the bottom of our tub. It 
will be powerful enough to carry our tub up 
with it. Naturally the course of the stream 
would be a parabola, but, by making the bot- 
tom of the tub partly concave and partly con- 
vex, the course of the stream will be somewhat 
changed. By its natural course we would be 
landed twenty miles nearer our present position 
than the Pole is; but, by reason of the pecu- 
liar formation of the bottom of our tub, we 
will land exactly on the Pole. We are within 
three feet of the water; we shall bore to within 
three inches of it; then we will remove our ma- 
chinery and let the water break through. Our 
tub will be carried up with the giant stream, 
and we shall be landed on the Pole.” 


VII. 


On the morrow everything happerted just as 
my uncle had stated. We placed ourselves, 
with the articles we intended to carry with us, 
in the tub at precisely 9 A.M. The boring ma- 
chinery had been taken out, and the cover had 
been secured on the hole in the centre. At 
ten minutes past 9 o’clock we felt our tub rise. 
The sensation was a delightful one, but it was 
over so speedily that I find it impossible to cor- 
rectly characterize it. The pressure of the 
water was so great that it pressed in the convex 
portion of our tub’s bottom, and, except the 
flat rim around the edge, the bottom of our 
tub became concave. I counted the seconds 
as we were moving, and in exactly one minute 
and a half from the time when we left the 
earth we landed on the North Pole—and it was 
darker than the inside of a whale’s belly. 
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VUI. 


“DuNDER and blitzen!’’ said my Uncle Blun- 
derfog; ‘‘1 forgot to take into consideration 
the time of year.” 

He had indeed. Every school-boy knows 
that at the North Pole there is a long season of 
continuous night. We had unfortunately se- 
lected that season for our investigation, and 
there we were at the North Pole in Cimmerian 
darkness.. The Pole extended a little beyond 
the surface of the earth, and fortunately just 
fitted in the brass socket which, as I have de- 
scribed, was made in the centre of our tub. 
The tub, being concave, fitted nicely over the 
land which surrounded the Pole. Of course 
we revolved on the Pole with a gentle, pleasant 
motion. Naturally you wonder how we could 
be certain that we were at the Pole. The an- 
swer is simple. Only one place on the globe 
has go° north longitude, The spot occupied 
by our tub had go® north longitude. 

‘¢ Shall we stay here, uncle ?” I asked. 

“It is useless,” said my Uncle Blunderfog; 
“‘ but I had not worked out the method of re- 
turn. I must think it out.” 

To me it was plain that we would revolve 
there on the North Pole of the earth till our 
provisions were exhausted, and then we would 
starve to death. ‘Then came to my mind the 
sage advice my mother had often given me: 
“ Don’t go near the water until you know how 
to swim;” and I could not help saying to my- 
self: One should not go to the North Pole until 
he knows how to get back. I tried to speak to 
my uncle, but he answered: ‘ Don’t, I’m try- 
ing to think.” Then I heard him muttering, 
and I knew that his thinking was not proceed- 
ing very well. I took my pipe out of my pocket 
and handed it to him. I heard a grunt of satis- 
faction as he put it in his mouth. In less than 
five minutes he shouted out his favorite word, 
‘“‘ Eureka,” and I knew that we were saved. 


IX, 


It was a fortunate thing for us that my Uncle 
Blunderfog was a many-sided man. He under- 
stood many things besides numismatics, and I 
felt that he had evolved some plan which would 
save us. He leaned over and took my hand. 
The darkness was too dense for us to see each 
other. 

“‘ Listen, Rudolph,” said he, ‘‘ and be par- 
ticular to understand. You will notice that 
our tub moves slowly around on the Pole from 
left to right. The force by which it moves in 
that direction is called the centripetal force. 
There is acting on our tub at the same time 
another force called the centrifugal force, which 
tends to throw us off of the Pole. Now, we 
must reverse the power of these forces, and 
make the centrifugal force exceed the centri- 
petal. As soon as that happens, we will fly off 
of the Pole.” 

“T understand,” said I. 

** Now,” said he, ‘‘to accomplish that we 
must run with all our might around on the flat 
piece in the bottom of our tub in a direction 
Opposite to that in which we are revolving. In 
that way we shall make a centrifugal force, 
which shall exceed the centripetal which now 
holds us here. Take hold of my coat-tails and 
hold them firmly, in order that our efforts may 
be made together.” 

I obeyed my uncle’s instructions. Never 
would I have believed that my uncle’s thin legs 
had so much power in them. He sped along 
at a terrific pace and I at his heels. Soon we 
felt the tub’s motion grow slower; then it 
ceased for a second altogether, and then we 
had triumphed, for the tub commenced to re- 
volve in an opposite direction, For perhaps a 





second we redoubled our efforts, and then, as 


The German Waiter in his Struggles with the Pronunciation of the English TH. 





Sketches of a Heroic Struggle towards Lingual Perfection. 
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To pronounce the diphthong 7H in the purest English 
style, the tongue should be induced to assume a spiral 
form, while the breath is emitted simultaneously through 
the mouth and the nose, with a gentle, yet persuasive 
impulse. PROFESSOR FERGUSON. 

[‘* Easy English for young Germans.” ] 
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The 7H belongs to the head-heavinesses of the beau- 
tiful speech Albion’s. Man overwinds her however most 
happily if man the point of the tongue on the upperer 
tooth-holders presses, the breath deep indraws, then a 
half-step backwards, and so-like again a half-step for- 
ward makes, and by this be-movement a sharp sz 
breathes, that itself like a soft @4 on-hears, 

PROFESSOR KiiCKLA. 
[The Speech of the Englander.] 
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In order the English 77 rightly to pronounce to be 
able, presses one the tongue on the gums flat, draws the 
lips something together, and a sound, that between ds 
and dh the middle holds, emits. This method exces- 
sively sure is. PROFESSOR LEvis. 

[‘* Over the English Language, for German 
Readers particularly adapted.””] 





From a sanitary point of view it should be observed 
that Germans should be careful not to attempt the pro- 
nunciation of the English 7H, except under the tuition 
of an experienced master of languages, as the tongue is 
apt to acquire a Britannic malformation which may 
never be overcome in after years. 

Dr. SEPTIMUS TEUFELSDROCKH. 
[*« The Englishmen; their Words and Ways.” 
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the tub rose from the Pole and commenced; 
to move through the air, we both fell into the 
tub exhausted. Our journey was rapid and 
brief. In five minutes we landed at Ziz, right at 
our starting point, where our well-borer was still 
packing his machinery; but our tub was shat- 
tered into a thousand pieces. 





X. 

My Uncle -Blunderfog wrote a book about 
the North Pole containing one thousand pages. 
Some envious rivals in Gottingen said it did 
not throw much light on the subject; but, un- 
der the circumstances, it was hardly to be ex- 
pected that it would. 
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OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT. 


IN THE CouNTRY, June 16th, 1879. 


Dear Puck: 


am not prepared to give the name of the 

hotel I am writing at. I have not as yet had 

the opportunity to take mine landlord aside 
and represent to him the advantages of Puck 
as an advertising medium. If he prove a sen- 
sible man, and I have no reason to doubt it, I 
will take occasion to mention the name casually 
in another letter, and will you please to put it 
in large caps? I shall also manage by that time 
to discover some new hygienic properties, 
beauties of situation, and miscellaneous charms, 
which I will lightly touch upon, and I suppose 
you will not object to “leading” this portion 
of the letter. You might also coax Keppler into 
dashing off a little view of the hotel. I have no 
copy to send him, but that will make not much 
difference. Let him knock the four upper stories 
off the Fifth Avenue Hotel, with a few flags 
floating in the breeze, asilvery stream meander- 
ing around the 24th street side, and a good 
slice of Madison Square Park thrown in, and 
he will not get a very striking picture of this 
sylvan retreat, but it will bear just as close 
resemblance to it as ever engraving of a 
country hotel did to the original. I'll fix it 
with you when I return. 

But, really, this is a charming spot. Tiny 
wavelets roll in and lave the bank beneath the 
very window at which I write. I could dive 
from here into the water with the greatest ease. 
I could, but I shall not. Were I tired of life, I 
could think of no more romantic method of 
leaping into the Unknowable, except that it is 
not pleasant to reflect that people would come, 
after I was dead, and pull me out by my heels, 
and with clothes-pins, or any other small stick 
that came handy, would dig the nasty black 
mud out of my ears and mouth. 

A wide expanse of water stretches before me 

“—an arm which the gallant sea has thrown 
around a waist of land. Graceful yachts are 
bounding over the shimmering surface; here 
are little boys bathing just within opera-glass 
distance, and there a native standing up in a 
row-boat, and hauling clams from the bottom 
of the bay with a double-barreled rake. But, 
alas, with the receding tide, all this will depart 
—the sheet of water will be taken off, and the 
bed left exposed. The horse-shoe turtles that 
now lazily float around will be left high and 
comparatively dry, and the eel-grass will bend 
to the zephyrs that now send the ripples into 
the shore, It isn’t every summer-resort that 
can offer among its attractions an absolute 
change of landscape every twelve hours. 

The day after my arrival I asked mine host 
whether there was any good fishing hereabouts. 
‘‘ First class,” said he, and pointed out to me a 
little island in the Sound, about six miles off. 
I paid a boy a quarter to dig me some bait, and 
I rowed out to the spot. Four hours later I 
rowed back. I didn’t purpose to wait any 
longer for the fish to make up their minds 
whether they were going to bite or not. On the 
edge of the dock that belongs to the house my 
landlord was sitting, with a line in his hand and 
a basket by his side heaped with flounders. 

‘* Why in thunder and lightning didn’t you 
tell me fishing was good right here ?” 

‘* Wal,” he drawled out, squirting a stream 
of tobacco-juice into the eye of a drowsy cat 
fifteen feet off, ‘‘if I a-known ye wanted to fish 
off'n the dock, I’d a tol’ ye on it, but the 
boarders gin’rally seems to think there ain’t no 
fun in fishin’ ’less they has to go a good ways 
for it.” : 

I discovered a fresh beauty this morning. 
She sat on the top rail of a fence by the road- 





side and hailed me with “Hello, Goggles,” as I 


passed by. Wasn’t she fresh? 

Isn’t it remarkable that a girl, who confides 
in her mama all her secrets, even to what the 
fellows say to her moonlight nights, who would 
blush to tell even the most harmless little fib, 
who is, in a word, all innocence and guileless- 
ness, will throw her skirts over a croquet-ball, 
and move it with her foot a little nearer the 
wicket, the while slte distracts your attention 
(or thinks she does) by glibly dosing you with 
succulent taffy ? 

I want you to understand that we have good 
living up here. The eggs are high-toned, and 
the milk is of the first water, 

The paragraphers ought to let up on the 
Jersey mosquito, and turn their attention to the 
Connecticut gnat. An average-sized galliniper 
is a creature worthy of a man’s deliberate attack. 
It’s something to go for. When you kill it, if 
you ever do, you can smell blood. But these 
pesky little gnats are such insignificant things 
that a great big man is too apt to consider them 
beneath his attention, and they are just cute 
enough to take advantage of this and get in all 
their funny work, before you are aware that 
you are completely covered with the itching 
evidences of their affection. 


Ta, ta, Puck! ta, ta! M. W. B. 








THE “BUGLE’S” NEW OFFICE. 


HEN a prominent journal moves into 
a new Office the fact is telegraphed all 
over the country and parts adjacent, 
and some of its esteemed contemporaries print 
elaborate descriptions of the imposing struc- 
ture, and fire off complimentary things about 
its fortunate possessor and his paper. And the 
illustrated papers come along a few days later 
with a picture of the new building. We have 
no fault to find with this, In fact, we regard it 
as eminently proper, but we dislike to see insi- 
dious distinctions. 
Let us explain: 
The Bungville Bugle occupied its new office 
a few weeks ago, and up to the present time its 
contemporaries, without exception, have main- 
tained a studied and prolonged silence in re- 
gard to the important event. _ Is this jealousy ? 
Or is it merely a typographical error, as it 
were? Weare charitable enough to regard it 
as the work of the “intelligent compositor,” 
and propose to correct the error, as far as it lies 
in our power, by giving onr readers both a 
description and an engraving of 


| 


THE *‘ BUGLE’S” NEW OFFICE. 


This imposing pile, it will be observed, 
looms up three stories, and is built in the —er— 
the Doric—a little Tu-doric, perhaps—style of 
architecture. It contains a press and com- 
posing-room combined, an editorial room, and 
a seven hundred and fifty dollar mortgage, all 
in complete working order—especially the 
mortgage. 

The frescoing on the interior walls was done 
by the best artist—in whitewash—in town, at a 
generous outlay of one dollar per day. The 
efforts of the frescoer have been materially 
assisted by the job printer, who has broken the 
monotony of the south wall by garnishing it 
with public-sale bills, picnic posters, and other 
specimens of the typographic art. (Job work 
executed with neatness and dispatch.) In 
addition to two presses and four stands, this 
room contains seven pairs of old shoes and an 
odor strongly suggestive of Dutch cheese. If 
Ben Franklin could see this department of the 
Bugle office, he would be constrained to admit 
that printing had made some progress during 


the past fifty years—some 





progress, but not |} 
much, The newspaper press is fast—as screws 
can make it. It cost $300—twenty-five per 
cent. off for cash—and is capable of two hun- 
dred and fifty impressions an hour. This room 
is 20x28, and the ‘‘ devil” can mash flies on 
the ceiling without mounting a type-box, Very 
few architects think of this when planning a 
printing office. 

The front door is a symphony in yellow, and 
evinces a depth of tone and a warmth of feel- 
ing that—as a humorous paragraphist would 
say—is something to a-dore, as well as on a 
door. ‘The editorial room is fitted up with ex- 
cellent taste—not gaudy; no outreaching after 
the Rennessaince or Elizabethan period, but 
neat and practical. It is roomy enough to ac- 
commodate the editor and five or six exchange 
fiends. ‘The pine table in the left-hand corner 
is a little short in the off hind-leg; but the bril- 
liant intellect of the editor has remedied this 
defect and preserved its equilibrium by bring- 
ing a brick into requisition. A very happy 
thought, and a convincing proof that’ all the 
genius in this country is not boarding—and 
running in debt—in the large cities. On this 
table the gifted young editor writes those peer- 
less witticisms which he marks with a blue pen- 
cil and sends to his exchanges. 

It was he who wrote that bright epigram: 
“In the midst of life we are in debt.” He 
wrote it about twenty-five years aftér some 
other fellow originated it; but his fresh para- 
graphic friends copied it, and credited the Bugle 
all the same. He is also the author of that 
brilliant mo?, ‘Tom and Jerry are not teeto- 
talers;” and the electric saying, ‘‘ The early 
apple catches the worm,” emanated from his 
facetious pen— after it had made eighteen or 
more annual tours of the press. 

On the wall, over the editor’s table, is a frame 
containing the photographs of twenty alleged 
paragraphists, to whom he frequently alludes as 
“the incomparable Bilkins, of the Berryville 
Banner; “the peerless Podgers, of the Penn- 
town Facket;” “the witty Wackman, of the 
Wrytown Waffle, etc., etc. And the gifted 
coterie scratch the back of the bright being of 
the Auge in return. 

The remaining furniture of the editor’s office 
includes three chairs that look as if they had 
participated in an Irish wake, and a primitive 
book-case, well filled with patent-office reports; 
H. G.’s “‘ What I Know of Farming;” ‘‘ How 
Fortunes are Made;” “ Official. Report of the 
Centennial Exhibition,” and a few other vol- 
umes of timely interest. ‘The walls are en- 
riched with a chromo of Dr. E. Quine’s Horse 
Liniment, and an ink-manufacturer’s card in 
gaudy colors, and a printed legend running 
thusly: “Subscribe for the Bugle; the Best 
Family Paper in the Country.” 

The Bugle building is an architectural orna- 
ment of which the citizens of Bungville can- 
not be too proud. The Aug/e’s editor is a 
young man of brilliant literary’ attainments, 
having clerked in a restaurant before embark- 
ing in journalism, He is extremely popular at 
home. Last spring he was nominated for town- 
clerk by some of his grateful fellow-citizens, 
and had a majority of 368—against him. 

The Bugle was started four years ago with a 
circulation of 214. Nowit has 347 subscribers. 
Terms, one dollar a year in advance. Now is 
the time to subscribe! Some of the Bugk’s 
departments are edited with marked ability and 
sound judgment. The London 7Zimes cannot 
show more originality and terseness in its mar- 
riage and death columns. The editor’s leaders 
on the finances evince a thorough familiarity 
with the subject. ‘They are invariably entitled, 
“* Pay Up; We Must Have Money!” 

The Bugle office is conveniently iocated— 
next door to a beer saloon. ‘Thissaves the ed- ~ 
itor a dozen walks per day. X. 
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PUCK, 





We promised we would Never say anything more about Pinafore. 





But it was a hardly ever Never. 


PINAFORE IN ITS SECOND CHILDHOOD. 
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We wish to mention that 


it is dying a natural death in the Nursery, and that there is no new variety of performance to be looked for unless we have a Cemetery 
Pinafore, done with a full chorus of corpses, to the music of the bones. 











PAT’S THANKS. 


HURE, docthor, it’s koind that yez are 
“S)) Koind to the wretched and needy, 
Ready to help a poor man, 
Though his coat may be ragged an’ seedy. 
Yer profession is killin’, I know, 
But yez have a good heart to offset it; 
An’, though docthors are harder nor stone, 
Yez an ixciption—an’ don’t yez forget it. 





‘Tis nothin’ but thanks I can give ye 

For the favors ye’ve done for poor Pat, 
An’ “thank ye” is such a shmall thrifle 
I’m thinkin’ yez won’t care for that! 

But take me good wishes long wid it— 
May yez allers have plinty to do— 

An’ as fast as yez cures all yez patients, 
May the ould ones make room for the new. 


If yez sighin’ for work to ingage ye, 

An’ foind bizness poorly an’ slack, 

Pat’s the b’ye—his shillelah is ready 

To hit some good frind a foine whack! 

’Twould be hard for the b’ye, shure, yer Honor; 
Ile‘d not loike’it, on that I'll depind! 

But to do a good turn for the docthor 

I'd e’en tap the skull of a frind! 


So, good luck an’ success to yer Honor, 
Wheriver loife’s fortunes may take ye— 
An’ may Hiven’s chice blessin’ descind 
On the home an’ the loife ye may make ye. 
May yez pathway be covered wid flowers— 
An’ the storm-clouds iver be few— 
If throuble must overtake ye, 
May it fall soft an’ loight loike the dew! 
MARIE FLAACKE, 








WE are glad that Miss Emma Abbott has 
raised the money for a new trial in the Ben- 
nett-Smith case. Wouldn’t her original remedy 
of a concert have been a leetle worse than the 
Jersey justice disease ? 





THE Third Avenue Surface Road tried its 
new steam motor the other day. An elevated 
locomotive took fright at it and ran away. 
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HORRIBLE DUEL!! 
ONE OF THE PRINCIPALS KILLED. 


WHEREABOUTS OF THE OTHER UNKNOWN, 





@= 
AM dead. I’ve been killed. On the morn- 
ing of May 11th, four days after the inter- 
view of the Committee of the Irish Histo- 
rical Society with Hon. James O’Brien had 
been published in Puck, I found the following 
note in my mail: 
WorRRUMLY's HOTHELL, 
WASHINGTON, May tin, 197ate. 
Misther Evins: 
At the dicktashin av the Hon. James O’Brien, 
I beg lave to assure you that that gintleman 
spakes Inglish as well as the nixt wan an a 
grate dale betther; that he niver had no inter- 
view noware wid no mimber av no Oirish His- 
torical Society, an, to the best av his belafe, 
there is no such organizeashin. Unless ye im- 
magetly rethract yer vile slanthers agin him, he 
expects satisfacshin. Ye know what that manes, 
dont ye? He wants to foight a jewel. 
Respectably yours, 
P. GILHOOLY, 
Private Skitherary. 


In this trying situation I resolved to call on 
George, the Count Joannes. A delegation of 
eminent citizens thronged his office. They 
were urging him to accept the nomination to 
the Mayoralty which they offered; but he pos- 
itively declined until they pledged themselves 
to have a morgue fitted up, adjoining the May- 
or’s room in the City Hall, as a receptacle for 
those persistent place-hunters our future muni- 
cipal magistrate may be obliged to dispatch in 
the conduct of public business. I found the 
nobleman affable and polite, and he told me 
that, as the challenged party, I had the right 
to name the weapons. Ina note to Mr. O’Brien 
I magnanimously waived the right, and re- 
quested him to select the instruments of death. 
His reply consisted of one word: “‘ Shillalehs.” 

My heart for the first time failed me, and I tel- 
egraphed to my opponent that I would prefer 
swords. The following morning I received 
from the “ Private Skitherary” a long com- 
munication, the pith of which was that ‘“‘ we 
moight cut aich other with sourds.” After 





much correspondence on the subject we com- 
promised on Gatling guns. 

The following were the conditions of the 
duel as agreed to by the Count and Mr. Gil- 
hooly, acting for the principals: 

Principals to meet at eastern side of Mount 
Shasta, California, June roth, at 6 a.m. 

Seconds to toss for positions. 

Principals to face each other, with the moun- 
tain between them. 

The principal whose cannon-ball strikes the 
mountain first to consider himself killed. 

The eventful morning came, and all the pre- 
liminaries were speedily arranged. I took my 
position beside my weapon, the fuse in my 
hand. Prof. McEdison, with a telephone-tube 
at each ear, announced, from a point midway 
between my antagonist and myself, that Mr. 
O’Brien was ready. 

When McEdison sent up a Fenian bomb as 
a signal to fire, the Gatlings blazed and roared, 
and, by means of the teiephone, he ascertained 
that my shot had reached the mountain before 
that of the Senator, and I was accordingly 
dead. O’Brien galloped up on a charger, and 
said a number of hard things about the de- 
parted that did not remind me of the soliloquy 
of Antony over the body of Brutus. 

I gave the statesman to understand that, if 
theoretically as dead as Daniel O’Connell, I 
was practically as lively as Conn the Shaugh- 
raun when that gentleman was made the sub- 
ject of awake. The Count gently reproved me 
for acting in a most uncorpselike manner. He 
requested me to have some respect for appear- 
ances. 

Accompanied by my second, I hurried back 
to New York, and I am now actively at work 
in securing endorsements of his nomination 
for Mayor. Whither O’Brien went I do not 
know; perhaps, as Childs would say, he has 
gone to meet Dennis Kearney. 

Curran Evans, 








TIFFANY is getting up a Correct Kibosh 
Vitriol Vaporizer, with patent jewelled fountain 
and chased silver handle. It is a very neat and 
tasteful article, well-suited to the most pressing 
need of the times, and should be in the hands 
of every maiden with a recreanr lover. 
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PUCK. 





THE SIXTY-NINTH AND CANADA. 
HE officers and men of the Sixty-Ninth 
N.G.S.N.Y. and their friends have been 
airing their opinions pretty freely with 
ard to the propriety of the regiment paying 
a friendly visit to Canada on the anniversary of 
that province becoming a Dominion and prac- 

tically managing its own affairs. 

These opinions are not altogether marked by 
judgment, patriotism, or common sense; indeed, 
if it wouldn’t rend our heart-strings to say so, 
we might be inclined to observe, of course in 
the politest manner possible, and without pre- 
judice, that the Sixty-Ninth N.G.S.N.Y. is an 
ass. Why shouldn’t they go to Canada on Do- 
minion Day and have a jollification with their 
Canadian brothers ? 

Such an expedition would be ever so much 
more praiseworthy than the jaunt of Chaplain 
Beecher’s warriors, better known as the Brook- 
lyn 13th, to celebrate the birthday of the re- 

‘ spectable old lady who, by an accident of birth, 
is the nominal head of the British Empire. 

Yes, it is a small business, this bogus dignity 
of this so-called American regiment, the 69th. 

American regiment, indeed! No American 
with the faintest semblance of manhood about 
him would hesitate to grasp the cordially ex- 
tended hand of fellowship of a citizen of a 
friendly province, whether that province is or 
is not under the government of Great Britain. 

These Irish gentlemen—for we don’t see how 
we can call them Americans—give two reasons 
for not wishing to go to Canada. ‘The British 
rule in Ireland does not quite come up to their 
standard, and they don’t want to drink the 
health of Mrs, Queen Victoria and her son, 
Mr. Wales. 

If Ireland has any old scores to settle with 
England, let her do so on her own verdant sod, 
but count us out of the fun. We don’t want a 
parcel of factious foreigners to come here and 
involve us in a shindy with a great and friendly 
nation—a nation by its industry, enterprise 
and intellect entitled to more respect than any 
other half dozen in existence, Ireland included. 

We haven’t devoted much attention of late 
to Ireland’s rights and wrongs. The subject is 
not an inviting one. We have learnt enough 
about them, however, to know that Ireland’s 
so-called wrongs are not a bit worse than 
France’s wrongs, England’s wrongs, Poland’s 
wrongs, America’s wrongs, or what every na- 
tion has suffered at some period of its history. 

Ireland, however, apparently makes more 
row about her troubles than all the other coun- 
tries put together, although she has more liberty 
than she deserves; and we really can’t blame 
the great British people for any means they 
may adopt to keep these turbulent, excitable 
Celts in order, who want the application of a 
steel thumb, although they don’t get it. 

A national Irish government would be a 
sweet thing in governments. The records of 
every State and city in the Union will show 
the nuisance they have been in this country— 
and Heaven knows they’ve done pretty well as 
they liked here. 

As regards the drinking of Mrs. Victoria’s 
health, any reader of Puck must have discov- 
ered by this time that we have no respect for 
this very ordinary old lady or anybody belong- 
ing to her on account of mere artificial rank. 
We don’t think any member of the House of 
Brunswick ever was or ever will be worth his 
salt, 

The whole box and dice, with their nobles 
and Established Church, have been a drag on 
England’s prosperity, and nothing but cormo- 
rants fattening on the public money. Happily 
they have nothing to do with the government. 

But, just as a rabid Democrat would, as a 
true American, drink the health of Mr. Presi- 
dent Hayes, as President, as a compliment to 





his entertainers, so ought a Sixty-Ninther, if he 
deserves the name of American citizen, or has 
ever heard of manners, drink the health of 
Mrs, Queen Victoria when in a British posses- 
sion, Not because she labors under the delu- 
sion that the British Empire is hers, but for the 
simple reason that the conservative and gene- 
rous English people choose to put up, for the 
present, with such a useless, ornamental, anti- 
quated figurehead, to suit their own purposes. 
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SEASONABLE TOPICS, 


Ya-as, the weathah 
has been getting aw 
wathah torwid. 
Stwange to say, it 
generwally does at 
this time of ye-ah. 
aw verwy much the 
same in Eurwope— 
and everwything has 
been languishing 
and will continue to 

do so until the majorwity of people bwing their 
bwains to bear on the desirwability of going 
into the countwy or to some wegular waterwing 
places. 

It is a baw to be tweated to discussions on 
this subject wherwevah one goes—but I don’t 
see how it can verwy well be avoided, as there 
is such a varwiety of places to go to for summah 
west and wecweation, although aw the gweatah 
portion are in an exceedingly pwimitive con- 
dition—wetchedly wild and wough. 

Don’t know how it is, but I stiil contwive to 
wemain in Amerwica, and weside in the neigh- 
borwhood of aw New York, but suppose Jack 
and I will, as usual, in ordah to wendah our- 
selves agweeable, be undah the necessity of 
going to Sarwatoga or taking a twip to New- 
port, and even Long Bwanch. 

When fellaws like us are so ovahwhelmed 
and pwessed with invitations, it’s always a doosid 
difficult thing to wefuse to do as othahs do, 
even if they are of inferwiah bweeding. 

I suppose at these waterwing wesorts there 
will be the usual amount of wegulation amuse- 
ments—but I must say that one ye-ah’s pwo- 
ceedings so verwy stwongly wesembles anothah 
ye-ah’s pwoceedings that there is a consider- 
wable degwee of monotony about them. 

Ya-as, I shall be guided to a gweat extent by 
Miss Marguerwite’s movements. I believe her 
ne-ah welations are going somewhere or othah, 
and it would be the corwect thing, consider- 
wing my aw wegard for the young lady we- 
ferwed to, to endeavor to kill a little time in 
the immediate vicinity of her temporwary 
summah wesidence. Aw might think it dis- 
wespectful if I didn’t. 

This is a sort of Bwitish silly season, ye 
know, although it’s at the wong time .of ye-ab. 
Nothing has twanspired of any interwest except 
the aw waces.at Jerwome Park. ’Pon my soul, 
they weren’t at all bad. Quite wemarkable the 
cweditable impwovement Amerwicans are mak- 
ing in their equestrian arwangements—but 
there was nothing sufficiently startling to 
merwit my chwonicling the events. Aw Par- 
wole didn’t carwy off our Ascot stakes—nevah 
thought he would; but Jack says the horse has 
admirwably answered Mr. Lorwillard’s purpose 
and has been an extwemely cheap and glorwi- 
ously effective—what d’ye call it—aw adver- 
tisement for his tobacco materwials and cigar- 
wettes, bettah than any newspapahs aw. 








{= A notice of Henry Greville’s ‘“‘ Markof, 
the Russian violinist,”’ published by T. B. Peter- 
son & Brothers, Philadelphia, will appear next 
week. 





THE THEATRES, 


The Arion will have its circus at TERRACE 
GARDEN on Saturday night, and it is needless 
to say that the entertainment will be in a style 
for which this renowned society is so, etc., ete, 

The Liederkranz gives its summer boom to- 
morrow night at the Mapison Square Garpen, 
With the help of Dodworth, there will be music 
in the air, and it will be the particularly Correct 
Kibosh to go and listen to it. 

“Miss Cavendish Gwilt,” in spite of the up- 
ward tendency of the thermometer, has been 
dishing up her horrors nightly, at WALLAck’s, 
to audiences who go thither quite prepared to 
have their eyes start from their spheres, their 
knotted and combinéd locks to part, and they 
are not disappointed. 

THEY have ‘ Horrors,” too, at the Union 
SquarRE, but not on a ‘Miss Gwilt ’”’ model, 
Here it is an exceedingly lively description of 
horrors, with shapely limbs and pleasing songs 
thrown in to perfect the dish. Whoever the au- 
thor of ‘‘Horrors” is, he couldn’t have had a great 
penchant for plots. And perhaps it’s as well 
that he hadn’t, or the ‘‘ funny burlesque extra- 
vaganza’”’ might not have been so enjoyable, 

The Mapison SQuARE GARDEN is now as 
much an institution as ever it was in its palmiest 
days, when called Gilmore’s, It is nightly 
thronged by people who are, or consider them- 
selves the best. Dodworth’s band has settled 
down to its work, and Signor Liberati manipu- 
lates the cornet in the best Levyian style. The 
coup d’ceil, tout ensemble, and various other 
things of the same sort, will be marvelously 
supplemented by the use of the electric light 
in the GARDEN, which is expected to put the 
gaslight and ladies’ complexion very much in 
the shade. ‘The experiment is to be tried on 
Friday night next, and, strange to say, the sys- 
tem to be adopted is a blasted British one, 
Edison in the meantime goes in a corner and 
weeps. 








Answers for the Anrious, 


HASELITNE.—She’s off again. 


ANXIETY—F. H. C.—As you evidently intended your 
letters to be printed, we reprint them: 


New York, June 11th, 1879. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 


Will you kindly explain the joke concealed in the answer toa 
fictit'ous question of your mythical correspondent, ‘‘Haseltine,” 
which appears in each weak’s number? To forestall any com- 
ments, I will freely admit that I am a d—d fool; but as there are 
possibly other D. F’s who read Puck, and are equally in ignorance 
ofthis subtle witticism, I have the courage to make the request. 

Very truly, 
F. H.C. 


St. Paut, Minn., June ro, ’79. 
To the Editor of Pucx—Sir: 


I have been for nearly a year a sober, consistent, and withal a 
gratified reader of your ‘‘ valued journal.’’ I flatter myself that 
I possess a hearty appreciation of the humor that graces (I had 
almost written greases, it is so unctuous) your columns; [and so 
on for two pages. ] 

Yours, 
ANXIETY. 


Mr. F. H. C., as you have had the good faith and 
good taste to enclose your real name and address, and 
as you haven’t tried to be quite too distressingly funny, 
we will reply to you. You are not a damned fool; [by 
the way, if you must use an oath, use it in all its full 
and unequivocal profanity,] at least we have no reason 
to consider you in that painful light—you are only a too 
audacious mortal. A good young man, no doubt, you 
are, brought up carefully, amid all the hallowed asso- 
ciations of a happy, happy home. But youare too quick 
at jumping to conclusions. How do you know that the 
hebdomadal address to Haseltine is a ‘‘reply to a ficti- 
tious question ?” How do you know that it is not the 
balm-bearing answer to the solid and genuine cry of a 
breaking heart ? Is it for you to unravel the awful my- 
steries of love’s arcane dynamics ? Are you not afraid 
that in seeking to raise the veil that hides from mortal 
eyes this awful secret, you may encounter the blinding 
effulgence of a piece of information too strong for the 
receptive facilities of humanity ? Seek not to rend the 
screen of the Unknowable: the Unknowable may.get 
riled and lay you out. Check what your better nature 
must tell you is but a shallow and irreverent curiosity, 
and rise on the ruins of 2 conquered inquisitiveness to a 
higher and nobler self-hood. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE, 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 


JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
‘Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘¢Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life; 
‘* Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


a little bit of woodland and water; a few 

cattle standing knee-deep in the smooth- 
ly-flowing stream, amid the reeds and sedges; 
a bright sky, flecked with white clouds and 
gray, overhead; and on the river bank, stretch- 
ed at length amid the cool, long grass, a young 
man reading a yellow-covered book. 

As simple a study as well could be, and un- 
pretentious every way, but, though unfinished, 
marked with unmistakable ability—the treat- 
ment being exceedingly fine, the coloring 
good, and the general effect natural and bold. 
In short, it was one of those crude efforts that 
betoken genius; but genius of a careless and 
uncultivated kind. 


“A good sketch, by Jove!” said the young 
man to hiiaself, as he carefully studied the pic- 
ture. ‘‘Whocan be the artist? Pity it isn’t 
finished”—then, looking carefully around — 
“Suppose I try my hand.” 


Saying which he took up the brush and 
paints, and hastily but carefully completed the 
sketch, throwing in by way of finish a girl 
who, just about to surprise the youthful reader, 
is advancing cautiously and with a half-sup- 
pressed smile on her dainty lips. 


He had not meant to do it, but. the sketch 
was a likeness—Aer likeness—and Miss Mac- 
donald was not slow to recognize the fact: for 
she had caught the artist at work, as he was 
putting the last touch to the picture, and when 
she recognized her own sweet face, it was with 
a little cry of surprise and a delightful blush 
that she turned quickly and quietly to leave the 
place. But the cry, though small, was loud 
enough to attract Archie’s attention, and be- 
fore she could get away their eyes had met. 

There are supreme moments in the lives of 
every one—that is, every one who is not an 
idiot or a fool—in which, for good or for evil, 
the entire character of one’s life and current 
and being are changed; one moment in which 
a man’s, or woman’s future destiny, be it for 
happiness or sorrow, is finally, instantaneously 
and irrevocably fixed. That moment had oc- 
curred, if a moment can be said to occur, in 
the lives of these two young people of whom 
we are writing; and they knew it. 

In her he recognized the author of the pic- 
ture, and in Aim she recognized the author of 
the sketch which gave it completion and point, 
and, in a dim, half-unconscious sort of way, 
each recognized in each the other’s lover. As 
usual in these cases, the lady was first to recover. 

“You here, and painting!” she exclaimed. 
“Why, I thought you city gentlemen were inva- 
riably late risers. And, now that I look at it— 
(meaning the sketch)—how can I thank you 
sufficiently for investing my poor attempt with 
so much life and beauty ?” 

“‘ With beauty—yes,” replied Archie, “ but 
not beauty of my creation”—looking into her 
face with a glance full of suppressed passion 
and meaning—‘“‘Had I known who the artist 
was I should have left the picture untouched.” 
“ Then am I heartily glad you did not know 


(Continued.) 
No that there was much in it. Simply 





its author; but, now that I look at it again, I 
think you have made one great mistake.” 

‘* Mistake—in what ?” 

“In your choice of a heroine; besides, the 
accompaniments are not complete.” 

“How?” 

‘* The lady ought to havea pipe in her hand, 
as I have, and present it to the youthful novel- 
reader, as I do—now.” : 

Saying which the speaker, with an indescrib- 
ably comic little curtsey and smile, presented 
Archie with his own identical pipe, which he 
had so recklessly thrown away, and which, at 
her suggestion, Alister had recovered. 

The presentation completed the young fel- 
low’s discomforture, but he made a brave rally, 
and had begun to thank her for the trouble she 
had taken, when Mlle. Thollier, the French 
governess, suddenly interrupted the conversa- 
tion. With a little start of affected surprise 
she turned to leave, but Miss Macdonald was 
too quick for her, 

“Good morning, Mademoiselle; I did not 
know you were an early riser; there seems to 
be no end to your accomplishments,” 

This she said not in the least ill-naturedly or 
with any touch of sarcasm; for Miss Mac- 
donald never was ill-natured, and, as in the 
case of all true women, sarcasm was foreign to 
her nature. Mlle. Thollier, with a little shrug 
of the shoulders, smilingly replied, with a quick 
look at Archie: 

‘‘Mees Maggee, you air too gracious. My 
accomplishments air few, but soomtimes I do 
get up very much early; for I do so loov to 
hear zee leetle birds sing in zee morning, and 
to see zee sun shine upon zee waters. But that 
eez only in summer, when it eez warm; in winter 
it eez very much against me to rise early—it eez 
so cold.” 

On the previous evening Archie had been 
introduced to Mademoiselle in that sort of 
casual way, and in the dusk, that leaves little 
impression on one; but now that he saw her in 
the bright sunlight of this magnificent May 
morning, he was considerably struck by her 
appearance. 

And no wonder. Though small—what her 
own countrymen would call petite—Mlle. Thol- 
lier was strikingly handsome, and fascinatingly 
graceful in manner and movement. She was a 
brunette, with magnificent dark eyes, whose 
only fault was a cold glitter which they some- 
times had. The daintiest suggestion of a mous- 
tache set off the smallest and daintiest little 
mouth—one of those mouths that seem always 
to be pronouncing, or trying to pronounce 
‘prunes and prisms ”—it is possible to con- 
ceive, and her hands and feet were particularly 
well-sshaped and small, She came of an old 
and distinguished French stock—we are giving 
her own story—and by the hard necessities of 
fortune had been compelled to take refuge in 
England and earn a living as a governess. 

That she was handsome everybody admitted ; 
that she was accomplished no one could deny; 
and that her conversation was brilliant and her 
manners ladylike and fascinating, was equally 
indisputable. Yet, strange as the fact may ap- 





pear, fact it is that gentlemen fought shy 
of Mile. Thollier, and, with some exceptions— 
and Miss Macdonald was one—even members 
of her own sex seldom took her into their inti- 
macy. 

Perhaps the consciousness of these last. two 
facts had embittered her nature; certain it is 
they went a long way to shape and determine 
her action in the tragedy shortly to be fore- 
shadowed. 

She hated Miss Macdonald, though the latter 
was her best friend. Hated her because her 
beauty of person and mind and manner at- 
tracted all men to her; hated her, most of all, 
because Archie Gascoyne had been made cap- 
tive by her. For, though Archie himself was 
profoundly ignorant of the fact, Mlle. Thollier 
was an old acquaintance of his, and had loved 
him, and still did love him madly. 

So it came about that Mademoiselle, for 
once in her life, got up early;. but not, as she 
so ingenuously observed, to hear “ zee leetle 
birds” and watch the break of sunshine on 
‘* zee vater,” but to watch the movements of 
the two young people who have figured most 
largely in this chapter. 

But, with all her cleverness—and she was 
clever exceedingly—Mlle. Thollier forgot that 
two can play the same game, and the Doctor 
had his suspicions. 

She was not the only-one who had got up 
early that morning. 





CHAPTER X. 
Who would not a-Maying a-go 
When all is fun and frolic? 
When, ’mong the heather-covered hills, 
From budding sprae the lintie trills, 
And with her song the woodland fills, 
Who could be melancholic? 

On arriving at the breakfast table that morn- 
ing, Archie was surprised to find the company 
augmented by a new arrival in the person of 
Count von Frankylstein, an old friend of the 
Professor’s. ‘The two had met and been col- 
lege chums at Heidelberg, and, in answer to a 
long-standing and repeatedly-renewed invita- 
tion, the Count had at last found time and 
opportunity to visit his friend. By birth he was 
an Austrian, and, like so many of his coun- 
trymen, an accomplished linguist; English be- 
ing almost the only European language of im- 
portance which he could not talk fluently. 

In appearance the Count was a dapper, well- 
built, tight little man, who carried himself well 
on his legs, and walked with a short, jaunty, 
springystep. His hair, bald on the crown, was 
jet black, as was also his heavy moustache. 
Whisker or beard he had none, his face and 
chin being always closely shaved. His eyes 
were dark, bright and piercing; his nose of a 
slightly Jewish cast; his mouth shapely, though 
with that suggestion of sensuality inseparable 
from thick lips, and, although he was well on 
in middle life, his cheeks were fresh almost to 
rosiness. 

Altogether the Count was a decidedly hand- 
some man, and one moreover of great intelli- 
gence—what in this country would be called a 
decidedly ‘‘ smart ” man. 

Of quick and impetuous temper, he yet pos- 
sessed a warm, loving and genial disposition, 
and alike in the drawing-room and on the 
hunting-field, Count von Frankylstein was the 
best of “‘ jolly good fellows.” 

In his own way he was a don vivant—almost, 
let us confess it, a gourmand; but, in spite of 
his high social position and noble descent—for 
the Frankylsteins are among the oldest and 
proudest of the patrician families of Austria— 
in a sort of Bohemian fashion. 

When at Heidelberg he had easily and na- 
turally fallen intc the ways of the gay, young, 
roystering blades whose acquaintance he had 
made in that most picturesque of old German 
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towns, and though he relished—no one_ better 
—a good bottle of wine, the Count's favorite 
tipple was beer, of which he could drink—well, 
no one ever could tell how much he could 
. drink, or, to put it more significantly, couldn’t. 

He was also a prodigious smoker, and his 
cigars were the finest which money could pur- 
chase, as his pipes were the ugliest and longest 
and blackest. 

As to his morality—well, he was a gentleman 
of “‘easy virtue,” and gave a large and liberal 
interpretation to the seventh commandment. 

In all field sports he was proficient; he was a 
magnificent shot; and very few amateurs, or 
for that part of it, professionals could beat 
him either at billiards or cards. 

Finally, to sum up his accomplishments, he 
was a brilliant conversationalist, and though a 
bachelor—or shall we say because a bachelor ? 
—a devoted, if somewhat general admirer of 
the ladies. 

From all of which it may be gathered that 
Count von Frankylstein was a decided acquisi- 
tion to any party, as our Gleninver friends 
were not slow to discover; for, ere he had been 
an hour in their company, his broken English 
and the Doctor's brogue were struggling for the 
supremacy, and it was hard to decide whether 
the Austrian or Hibernian wit had the better 
of the encounter. 

We have been thus particular in describing 
the Count, as he will figure with some little 
prominence in the following chapters, and was, 
with all his faults, a particularly good fel- 
low—bright witty, good-natured, and withal 
possessed of fabulous wealth. 

Breakfast over, it was arranged that the en- 
tire household and their guests should call upon 
the young doctor and his wife at Ederlaine, 
and go on a picnic to Dunvegan Castle, a mag- 
nificent old place, the seat of the MacLeods, 
some twelve or fourteen miles distant from 
Gleninver, of which more presently. 

Either by luck or good guidance, or both, it 
so happened that Archie and Miss Macdonald 
were seated together in the same carriage, the 
basket-phzeton, and with them, on the opposite 
seat, the Doctor and Effie, while Alister held 
the reins. 

In the large wagonette came Flora, Mlle. 
Thollier—who, by the way, had breakfasted in 
her own room and had not yet seen the Count 
—the children, nurse, maid and Mrs. Mac- 
donald; the Professor, Count and Gleninver 
himself bringing up the rear in the barouche. 

It was a right merry party, and right merrily 
shone the sun as they drove along the white, 
hard road to Ederlaine, with the fresh sea- 
breeze, laden with the odor of sea-reck and 
thyme blown on their faces from the one side, 
and the gracious frankinscence of heather and 
clover from the other. 

Arrived at Ederlaine, they picked up Doctor 
Macintosh and his young wife; the former 
mounted on a beautiful gray mare in which he 
took no little pride, while Mrs. Macintosh took 
a seat beside Gleninver in the barouche. 

‘rhe Doctor was a tall, slim, sallow-faced 
youth—little more than a boy indeed—of con- 
siderable talent, and having a prodigious con- 
ceit of himself, and very little, if any, of any- 
body else. 

At college he had somewhat distinguished 
himself; on the faith of which, though only a 
raw, half-educated country lad, he chose to 
look down upon his brother practitioners and 

‘the medieal faculty in general, with that lofty 
‘contempt which is the offspring of youth, con- 
ceit, and that half-knowledge which is proverb- 
ially dangerous. ‘ 

At the same time, in all fairness, it should be 
stated that the lad had talent; possessed con- 
siderable knowledge—at least of English liter- 
ature; was a tolerable musician; and had a 
good seat in his saddle. 





Although, too, with his inferiors, or that not 
inconsiderable portion of humanity whom he 
chose to consider so, Dr. Macintosh was sullen, 
silent and morose, he could at times be a very 
lively and entertaining companion, particularly 
in the company of ladies or persons from 
whom he expected to obtain something. 

As to his wife, she may be dismissed in a 
sentence. She was older than he in years, 
and a great deal older in mous and knowledge 
of the world. 

fetite and rather pretty, she was prim, con- 
sequential and methodical, but withal an ex- 
cellent housewife, well-read, well-bred, and a 
great stickler for the ‘‘ proprieties,”’ 

Ill-natured people used to say that the Doc- 
tor had not so much married her as—but, 
there, why repeat the stale gossip of the mali- 
cious? Rather let us proceed with our nar- 
rative, and as now, O most impatient reader, 
we have at long last cleared the way, and in- 
troduced to you, with all due formality, the 
personages of our little drama, we promise to 
give our Pegasus the spur, and compel that 
laggard jade to get out of the jog-trot she has 
hitherto maintained and break into a spanking 
pace—with, it may be, an occasional break- 
neck gallop. 

Only let it be borne in mind how dangerous 
it is to urge horses of mettle too severely at 
first; the thing must be done scientifically and 
by degrees. But we promise you, if you have 
but patience, some really first-class sensations 
presently, of astrictly original but highly moral 
character; for the hair-lifting qualities of which 
we hereby pledge our veracity as a historian 
and a gentleman. 

(To be continued.) 








THE most natty city—Cincinnati.— American 
Punch, 

Grant is at present in Hong Kong. He will 
shortly be in Jim-Jam.— Washington Capitol. 

How to get up a spring meeting—put two 
men in a light buggy.—Cincinnati Saturday 
Night. 

CETEWAYO has 1,300 wives, which explains 
his knowledge of the art of war.— ew Orleans 
Times. 

THE English tariff is suffering from a severe 
attack of Bright’s disease.—Baltimore Every 
Saturday. 

‘* Love’s SACRIFICE”—Going to see amateurs 
act to please your sweetheart.—Vew Orleans 
Picayune. 

CoMPARED with Asa Packer, New York’s mil- 
lionaires appear As-a Pack-er regular misers.— 
Phila, Bulletin. 

SPELL “ pupils” backward, and you will dis- 
cover the nature of many a one among them. 
—Boston Transcript 

Tue Angora goat is being urged upon the 
Southern States.—Zx. We advise the South- 
ern States to climb a tree.— Boston Post. 

AND now they say that the Indian Chief, 
Wild Hog, reminds one of Zach, the states- 
man, and we wonder why it is.— Boston Post. 

SEAMAN.—Oh! yes, it is quite true that dis- 
tance “lends enchantment to the view;” but 
there is no case on record of ‘‘the view’’ repay- 
ing the loan.—S. F. Wasp. 





Ir Congress adjourns on the 2oth of June, 
it will still give the President time to make out |) 
a route of State and County Fairs.— Cincinnay 
Enquirer. 

WHEN an equestrian is pitched over the 
head of his house he is apt to realize “the 
power behind the thrown.”—Soston Commer. 
cial Bulletin. 


A apy fainted the other day while being 
presented to the President. Hayes’s back-bone 
must be making him horribly ugly.—Phila, 
Kronikle- Herald. 


THE Hera/d P.I.man very shrewdly observes 
that religious enthusiasts never kill themselves; 
they always think God tells them to kill some- 
body else.— Burlington Hawkeye. 

It is always the big fellows that get to the 
front in the crowd. Look at the strawberry- 
box for instance; the little ones are always at 
the bottom.—Phila. Kronikle- Herald. 


“Tue Sheriff kindly furnished Anderson 
with a nice summer hat to be hung in.” The 
Sheriff must be the funny man on the Sacra- 
mento Record-Union.—San Francisco Post. 


A MAN who went to Leadville awhile ago, 
and advertised to teach the guitar, was notified 
by the esthetic residents that if he didn’t leave 
pretty quick he would guitar and feathers. He 
left.—S. F. News-Letter. 


Monpay afternoon the lightning struck a 
powder magazine near Brighton, Ill., contain- 
ing 51,000 pounds of powder. You can just 
imagine how astonished the lightning was the 
next second.— Burlington Hawkeye. 

THE brewers in conventional St. Louis de- 
clared that malt beverages are conducive to 
temperance. Will somebody please help the 
temperance cause by rolling a barrel of ale into 
our cellar ?— Phila, Kronikle-Herald. 


Quacks have no chance in this_town now. 
One of them prescribed dried apples for a fel- 
low who had the dropsy. He ate a quart of 
them, and in less than twenty-four hours a mar- 
ble cutter was looking up his widow to see what 
kind of a monument she wanted.— Wheeling 
Leader, 

THE sea-serpent, “‘ about the thickness of a 
junk’s mast,” was recently seen in Japan. His 
snakeship will have to travel faster than a cam- 
paign lie to reach the American sea-side resorts 
before the ‘‘season”’ opens. But that the monster 
will be on hand, there is not a particle of doubt. 
—LVorristown Herald, 


It is said that so much alike are modern and 
ancient Greek, that anybody who can read 
Plato and Thucydides can get the meaning 
out of an Athens newspaper of to-day. And 
yet we suppose there are people in the world 
who will still argue against the usefulness of 
studying Greek.— Rochester Express. 


WE seldom pick up a British newspaper 
without seeing something like this: 

Married at Ramsgate Rookery, near Oakley, 
Stafford, at noon of Thursday, 3oth instant, by 
Rev. Plantagenet Clutterbuck, L. L. D., F. R 
S.,.A. T. S., M. N. O. Q. R. D., uncle to the 
bride, Rector of St. Bartholomew’s Church, 
Elephant’s Head, Briar Lane, Berkley, assisted 
by Rev. Theophilus Timoleon Titmouse, J. O. 
B., R. R. R., Y. Y. Z., D. B. F., cousin of the 
bridegroom, Rector of Calvary Church, St. 
Martin’s-in-the-Back-Cellar, Man’s Nose, Grant- 
ley, Gertrude Maud Beatrice Constance, daugh- 
ter of Granville Neville Bolling broke Bopjaggers, 
Esq., L. P., M. O. T., S. P.Q., W. O.N., of 
Bareknees Briery, Cholmondeley Chairbones, 
Somerset,to Herold St.John Evermont Stragsby, 
late of Her Majesty’s Four Hundred and Elev- 
enth foot, K. C. B., R. B. A., L. G, J., and E. 
T. C., of Pumpernickle Priory and Stonehenge 
and Stickelneck Lodge, St.Christopher’s-Under- |} 
the-Hedge, Mumblepeg, Hertford.— Exchange. |} 
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GENUINE VICHY.—Specific for Gout, Rheumatism, Dia- 
betes, Gravel, Kidney Diseases, etc. 
eo 





FRIEDRICHSHALL BrTTERWATER, a safe and natural remedy for 
Constipation and Headache. 





" SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


POND’S EXTRACT DENTIFRICE. 
Thoroughly cLeanses the Teeth, sTRENGTHENS tender gums, 
STOPS BLEEDING therefrom. As a mouth wash it is DELIGHTFUL. 
Price 50 Cents per bottle. On sale by all respectable Druggists. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
—J. a U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. City. 


GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ. 
Grand Concert and Summernights’ Festival 


AT MADISON SQUARE GARDEN (LATE GILMORE’S), 
Thursday, June 19th, 1879, 
in Conjunction with Dopwortn’s Banp and a grand Orchestra. 


Admission Tickets $1.00, Boxes $5.00 and $3.00 
may be obtained from Steinway & Sons, 111 East 14th St., and 
ConsTANTIN SCHMIDT, 33 Broad St.; also from the members of the 
Society, and at the Box Office. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 


FLOWERS AND FOUNTAINS, 


CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


B. B.. DOMWORTE . 6<ccesvcce . coces 


POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 
ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 














..-Director 












CIGARETTES 
and TOBACCO 


“ STRAIGHT ”’—Rare Old Virginia, 
“ HALVES ”’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 


































































































A. DARIUS, 
HAIR DRESSING AND BATHS 
196 Broadway, New York. 


Chinkalyptus, Thousand Dollar Acrostic. 


Chills, chills, malarial chills! 

Mope there gleams for a man with these ills, 

If he speedily sends unto us, 

No physic taking but Chinkalyptus. 

Known it may be by its box of tin, 

Always with thirty-six pills within; 

Lovely pills, ak, smooth and white, 

You'll surely find they will cure you quite. 

Palmetto on cover in blue you'll see, 

‘Together with crocodiles viewing the tree. 

Useless ’t would be for us, to say more, 

So well’s Chinkalyptus known at drug store. 

Chinkalyptus is sold at retail by all druggists at 25 cents per 

box, or $2.75 per family package of One Dozen. Victor E. MAUGER 
& Perrin, General Agents, Nos. 104 to 110 Reade St., New York. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANALST ,.NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
gs. Designs and Estimates 
sent to any part of the United States. — 
Wedding Rings from $3 to $12; all sizes. 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Eye-glass Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
@ kL receipt of price. 
: EsTABLisuep 1838. 


CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 























NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND «==. 








5th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 








IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ § HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., . 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 








C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway, N. Y. 
Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P. M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 P. M. $1.00, incl, bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 








LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY CO. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, for 
the term of Twenty-five Years, to which contract the inviolable faith 
of the State is pledged, with a capital of $1,000,000, to which it 
has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 

IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES., 

110th Monthly Grand Distribution, New Orleans, July 8th. 
1857 prizes, total, $110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc, 
100,000 tickets, two ($2) dollars; halves, one ($1) dollar 

Apply to M. A. DAUPHIN, P. O. Box 692, New Orleans, La.; 
or same at 319 Broadway, New York. 








Metropolitan Elevated Aalvay, 


OPEN FROM 5:30 A.M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connecting 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry to Jer- 
sey City, connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connecting with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries. 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to Toveay City. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connecting with New York Transfer Company’s 
cabs for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVEe soTHST. AND oTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND oTH AV. 8:ST ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UPTOWN 
TRAINS take eastside stations, FOR DOWN-TOWN TRAINS 
take west side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and 81st st. and gth av. 


alternately, 
FARE TEN CENTS, 

except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7 P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, ee 


Superintendent. 


Manhattan Beach Railway. 


Double Track over the entire Road. 
GREENPOINT DIVISION. 


Trains leave foot of 23rd street, East River, by steamer Sylvan 
Grove, 8:45, $9:45, 10:45, ||t1:15, $11:45 A. M.; ]12:15, 12745, |x:15, 
31:45, §2:15, $2:45, 3:15, $3:45, 14:45, 4:45, 35:15, $5245, 16:15, 6:45, 
17:15, $7:45, 8:15, [8:45 P. M. 

Returning leave Manhattan Beach for Greenpoint and New 
York, 7:35, 10, [11:05 A, M.; $12:05, 12;30, 1:10, $1:30, 2:15, f2:30, 
13:15, $3:30, 4:15. 4:30, Is:15, $5:30, 6:15, 6:30, 7:15, $7:30, 
18:15, [8:30, §9:09, $9:30, 10:35 P. M 

Trains marked thus || stop at East New York only—1s5 minutes 
after Greenpoint time. Trains marked thus ~ do not stop at 
Sheeps Head Bay. 

BAY RIDGE DIVISION. 

Steamers “Thomas Collyer’ and “Twillght’’ leave New York 
(N. R.) connecting at Bay Ridge with trains for Manhattan Beach, 
as follows: 

22d Street—g:10, f10:25, [11:25 A. M.; 12:25, $1:25, $2:25, 3:25, 
34:25, f5325, 6:25, $7:25, [8:25 P. Me 

Leroy street—g:35, $10: 35,}11:35 A. M.; 12335, $1235, $2135, 3235, 
34:35, $5:35, 6:55 P. M. 

Pier 8—g:55, [10255, [rxiss A. M.; 12155, $1255, f2i55, 3:55, 
4:55, t5:55, 0:55 Ps M. 

The steamer “‘D, R. Martin’’ connects with Elevated Railroads 
at Whitehall street, and trains at Bay Ridge for Manhattan Beach 
as follows: 

Leave Whitehall Street $9:25, Jro:25, fur:25 A.M.; [12:25, [1:25, 
$2:25, $3'25, $4:25, t5:25, $6:25, 37:25, $8;25, P.M. 

Trains marked thus { do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay, 

RETURNING LEAVE 

Manhattan Beach for Bay Ridge and New York as follows: 

8:10, *10:20; *11:00, *11:20 A. M.; 12:00 M; “12:20, $1:00, *1:20, 
$2:00, *2:20, $3:00, *3:20, 4:00, "4:20, [5:00, *5:20, $6:00, *6:20, 
$7:00, *7:20, $8:00, *8:20, 8:55, *9:20 and fro:25 P. M. 

Trains marked thus * connect with steamer “D. R. MARTIN” 
and do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Trains marked thus { connecting with North River Boats do 
not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Excursion Tickets good to return to New York over either di- 
vision, but North River and Greenpoint Tickets are not good on 
Elevated Railroads. 

Orders may be left with Dodd’s Express for baggage to and 
from Manhattan Beach. 

GRAND CONCERTS EVERY AFTERNOON 
1 * Oa alneapemngiee BY GILMORE’S BAND AND 

4 * 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


Principat DepoT FOR THE 
Untrep States: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Circulars Gratis, 






















































Wiley & A 


Grand and Allen Sts., N. ¥ 


Suits, Contam, 
ULSTERS, SACQUES, &, 


Still Lower Prices. 


LADIES’ LINEN ULST ERS, FRC FROM 95c¢ TO $4.50. 
FINE MOHAIR ULSTERS, $2. $2.95. 


SILK ‘TRIMMED SUITS, F ROM } $4.85 TO $15 UP. 


BLACK AND COLORED SILK SUITS, $13.50 TO $45. 
. BARGAINS. 


STRIPE SILK SUITS, 


$12.45 UP THE SUIT. 


LINES OF BUNTING SUITS, ALL COLORS, $6 and $7.50. 
FROM $10 TO $18.50—A BEAUTIFUL ASSORTMENT. 
LAWN SUITS, LATEST STYLES, $1.85, $2, $2.50 TO $6.50. 


COSTUMES MADE FROM INDIAN FOULARD, $8— 
BARGAINS. 


CHILDREN’S SUITS. 


100 SPRING SACQUES, 95C-» 1 $1 to $2.50o—HALF PRICE. 





AT $1.50, $1.90, $2°25, $3, $3.25, $3.75 UP. 
100 PIECES ALL-WOOL 
17c. 
50 PIECES 46-INCH ALL WOOL { 
ALL SHADES, 
SCOTCH AND ENGLISH ZEPHYRS, GINGHAMS. HEN- 
309, 311, 311 1-2 Grand St., 


LACE, LAWN, AND ORGANDIE DRESSES, 
EXTRAORDINARY BARGAINS IN 
BUNTINGS, DESIRABLE 

FRENCH BLACK LACE BUNTING 60c. 

25 pieces LUPIN’S ALL-WOOL OL CASHMERE, 

RIETTA CLOTHS, BENZALINE AND CRAPE CLOTH, AT 
56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68 and 70 ALLEN ST. 

Broadway and 20th Street. 


BATHING SUITS—LARGE VARIETY. 
HIS STOCK. 
COLORS AND BLACKS. 
Sewing Silk, Damassee, Grenadine, 5o0c., 60c., and 75c. 
mae 7 — GREAT BARGAINS. 
VERY LOW PRICES. 
CHEAPEST AND BEST QUALITY OF BATH- 


BOY’S SUITS 
DRY GOoDs. 
SATIN DE LYON, } 4%. 
EDWD. RIDLEY & SONS. 
A GREAT SPECIALTY 
ING SUITS IN THE CITY. 





BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT ¢ HOBEHINE. 
CENTRAL ,PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 


Brewery & Office. 159—165 E, 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 
and 4 rent, Ave. A, and East 


River, 
We guarantee “* BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
ported Bier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
estern Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 
#6 BEGT SHIPPING BIER.’ 
SoLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN Bier. 





D. A. — | 
1} HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


~~ 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “ PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 














“PIPER-HEIDSIECKH.” We guarantee this medium 
dry wine to be — in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 


without regard to 
PIPER “RO” ra more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate. 
SoLE AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 


FounDED pty 1836, 


45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal, 


CARL H. SCHULTZ’S 
SPARKLING TABLE WATERS. 


Carbonic, Selters and the 
Alkaline Vichy. 


Used in preference to any others on account of their delicious 
taste, absolute purity, reliable composition and dietetic properties. 
Sold in large glass bottles, in cases of fifty, for only 


SIX DOLLARS. 


Families living in the very should not be without 





Carisbad, miiiteamen Ems Kissingen, Pullna, 
Bitter Kissingen, Schwaibach, Pyrmont, é&c. 


Please address orders, 


CARL H. SCHULTZ, 860 Broadway, New York. 





A YEAR and enses to 





ts. Outfit Free. 
ugusta, Main 


$7 7 Address P. O. VICKERY, 





—<_—" 


1162 Broadway, __—~7—~ 


Bet. 27th & 28th Sts. 
5, BEY. ECr 
.. 


Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York, 


Photographer, 
46 E. 14. St., 
UNION SQUARE, 


I GUARANTEE 
THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN, 
Steam Elevator from Street- Door, 


oTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Pembsardetien 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St,, 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 


FD 


_ 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturda ys only, 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


SINCHAML 29 size....$1 00 
SUANAGO, patented... 2.00 
SILK, paragon frame 


The Famed 
S’’.... 400 
aay Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 





2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near aoth st. 


eae & 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


wre $5 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


00 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


issue of 1864 


which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


until each and every Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 
NO BLANKS. 
The three p~ prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS. 15,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 200 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF JULY 1879, 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the Fist of July, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 


that date. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 


closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
Fos Orders, circulars or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


150 BROADWAY, cor. LIBERTY ST,, N. Y. City. 


ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck 
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~ Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s 


BATHING SUITS, 
YACHTING SHIRTS, 


4 
¥ 
q 
i 





DRESS SHIRTS, 


TRAVELLING SHIRTS, 


CHEVIOT AND SILK 


PAJAMAS, 
Neck Dressings, 
TURKISH BATH ROBES 


BLANKET ROBES 
for STEAMER USE. 


GLOVES. 


Kid, Dog, Skin, 


Cants de Suede, 
Castor, 


AND A LARGE LINE OF 


FABRIC GLOVES, 
‘Kid Finish, Lisle Thread, &c., &c. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


BROADWAY, corner 19th Street. 


FRENCH, ENGLISH 
AND AMERICAN 


UMBRELLAS, 


IN GREAT VARIETY OF 


Mountings. 


PARASOLS 


For Street and Carriage Use. 
SEA SIDE 
BUN =SELA. DES. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


BROADWAY, corner [9th Street. 


PICH &coy 























AE VANA 





TICKET OFFICE. 102 NAS SAU ST.NY 


Next Grand pemare — place June 26th, 

S21 Prices, aoe tee $815,000. 

Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Beth ng $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. wentieths, $2. Fortieths, $r. 


aoecieh Ratan te Ce OS AO eae ae Ot 


STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING JUNE 
Capital, $14,000. "Whole pol 
Louisi NA. RATS Lo 
Draws, Ju =< apital, Ese ooo. 
Tick _ a. Halves! $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 
aar In writing orders or for information please state 
that you saw this in the English “Puck.” 























TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, A i articulars address with stamp to 
Elc HHORN, No. 4 St. Marks 


lace, New York. 
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THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handies to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 


r and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 
IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


SIZE PRIZE. | SIzE. PRIZE. 
I boc cecvcndsevcqnnsenet’ $5.00 SSD. wadasocovennbamied $10.00 
BD ) cobeccccccee covsecsues Gee. |}. OO. °%"" \niceseantadabbanies 11.50 
] © ccccecnscoccvecccsccese 6.75 Sts * cusenyseensebeauneauk 13.00 
By * hes ccPennscovasuesesien 8.75 





EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutiery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator: 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City. 
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HUNGARIAN 
Liquors and 


in the United States and 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
at of Wines and Liquors fo~ 
mam oat reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 


OS 












ARSE A. HELLER & BRO., 
ey 35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 


are the only re of 





BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 
WITH ELEGANT WINE ROuMS AND RESTAURANT. 









WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
che selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 




























“AMERICA” 


PATENT COVERS 


rare 


Price $1.00. 


Extra Dry 


“ 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 

21 & 23 Warren St. 
BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 
ADDRESS: 


4 iaery of “PUCK”, 
21 & 23 Warren St. 











BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE F rare QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL 


202 BOWERY 


OBSERVE 





TOP OF SICN. 





BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 


CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


’ FELT HATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, ae 





ESPENSCHEID 





Vestry St., Pier 39, N.R., at 8:35, and 2q4th St. atg A. M. (By 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at N 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NE BURGH, 


POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red Ne. 2 Maiden Lane, 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 
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